L.oues Labour s lojf. * 

Me thought all his fenfes were loekt in his eye, 

As Jewels in Chriftall for feme Prince to buy. (giirt, 

Whocendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you part. 

Histaces owne margentdid quote fuch amazes, 

That all eyeslaw his eyes inchanted With gazes. 

He giue you Aquitaine, all that is his. 

And you giue him for my fake, but one leuing Rifle, 

Prix. Come to our pauilhon, B oyet is dilpofde. 

Bro. But to fpeake that in words, which his eye hath difclof’d, 

J onclyhaucmade amouthofhis eye. 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro , Thou art an old Louc-mcnger, and fpcakeft skilful- 
ly. 

Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather, and lcarnes newes of 
him. , 

Lad. 2 . Then was Ver.its like her mother, for her father is 
butgrim. 

Boy. Do you hearc ray mad Wenches? 

Lad.i. No. 

Boy. What then, do you fee ? 

Lad. 2 . I, our way to be gone. 

Boy. You are too hard for me. Exeunt cranes i 


Attut Ter tins. 


Enter Braggart and B J. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble child, make pafltenatc my feufe of hearing. 
Boy. Concolinel. 

Brag. Sweet ayre 
giue enlargement to 
muftiroploy him in a letter to my Loue. 

Boy. Will you win your loue with a French brauie l 
Bra. How meaneft thou brauling in French ? ^ 

Boy, No my compkat mafter, b«E to Iigge off a tune at cne 

tongues 



, go tendernefTc of yeercs: take this Key, 
the (waine, bring him fertinatdy hith er 1 1 
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J . n it w irh the feetc, humour it with tur- 

rongues en , . ‘ a note and fifig a note fomccime through 

SXwe if yoalwallovsed l°uc with iinging, bueforoeunw 
s ,L ifvoufmi ftvploueby.DneHw8louc»it h yoai 

hands inyour pocket, like a man after the old painting, and 
keepeno/too long in one tune, but a Chip and away : thefe are 
complements, thefe are humours, thefe betray nice wenches 
that would be betrayed without thefe and make them men of 
note: do you note men that mod are affefted to thefe . 

Brag. How hart thou purchas’d this experience ? 

Boy. By my pen of obieruauon. 

Brag. But O, but O. 

Boy. The Hobbie-horfe isforgoc. 

Bra. Cal’ft thou my loue Hobbie horfe. 

Boy. No Mafter the Hobbie-horfe is butaColt, ana your 
loue perhaps a Hacknie: 

But baue you forgot your Loue ? 

Brag. Alrnoft I had. 

Boy. Ncgligcntrtudent,learne her by heart. 

Brag . By hearc, and in heart Boy, 

Boy? And out of heart Mafter : allthofethreclwill proue. 

B rag. what wile thouproue ?■ 

Boy. A man, if I liuc(andthis)by,in, and without, vpom 
the inrtant: by hearc you loue her, becaufc your heart cannot 
come by h er : in heart you loue her, b ecaufe your heart is in loue 
with her: and out of heart you loue her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at alh . 

Boy. Fetch hither the Swaine he mult carrie mec a .Letter. 
Boy. AmetTagcweUfynapachis’d,a Horfsto be cmbalTadaur 
for an Afle. 

Brag. Ha, ha. What fairt thou ? 

Boy. Marrie fir, you muft fend the Aide vpon the Horfe for 
he is veric flow gated . but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but fhort, away. 

Bay* Asfwiftas lead fir, . 

Brag , , 


